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WITH GRATEFUL RESPECT 



TO THE READER. 

The first part of the following sketch is derived from the 
simpler of the two legends of the Assumption given by 
Nicephorus in his Ecclesiastical History^ L iL c 21. For 
the second part the writer is chiefly indebted to the 
Notizie Istoriche intomo alia SacrcUissitna Cintola di Maria 
Vergine che si conserva nella citti di Prato (Firenze, 1722), 
written by the Abate BianchinL Of the two versions of 
the legend there given, he has adopted that which 
describes the fortunate possessor of the * Sacred Girdle,' 
as a member of the noble family of the Dogomari in 
Prato, rather than that which makes him ' di onesta ma 
di povera condizione,' although this latter is pronounced 
by the narrator to be the more probable opinion. The 
third portion belongs to a more historic and even recent 
period, and is founded on the emeute which took place in 
the City of Prato in 1787, when the visitation of the 
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viii To the Reader. 

privileged altars there by a commission of the Assembly 
of Bishops at Florence led to the popular belief that the 
altar of the Cintola was endangered This stirring in- 
cident in the history of the famous Cintola has been 
graphically related by the Abate Tanzini in the Isioria 
deir Assemblea tenuta in Firenze^ appended to the Acts 
of the Assembly published by authority of the Grand-Ducal 
Government of Tuscany. It forms a remarkable episode 
in the life of the celebrated Bishop of Pistoja and Prato, 
Scipio de' Ricci, and was evidently designed as a popular 
demonstration against the reforms he was projecting in 
the Church of Tuscany. The Count of Prato is the only 
non-historic person in this attempt to represent in a 
metrical form the vigorous narrative of the Abate Tanzini ; 
while the incidents surrounding it constitute all that has 
been added from pure imagination either to the ancient 
legend or the later history. . 

' Istoria delV Assemblea^ Firenze, 1787. Page 237. 
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PART I. 
The Morning of the Resurrection. 

TAe Blessed Virgin and St Mary Magdalene. 

The Blessed One, How wearily this night of dread 
suspense 
Melts in the cold, grey dawn 1 even as our hopes 
Before the bitter truth ; as His dear life 
In the chill mom of death. O ! that on us 
That mom had risen ! then we should need no more 
His loving charge — * Watch, pray — the spirit still 
Is willing, but the flesh — ' ah ! weaker far 
Even than on that dread night — these long, long hours 
I watch, but cannot pray ! 

St Mary Magdalene, Yet these true vigils 
Are as the soul of prayer — they plead to heaven 
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Even as the silence of the cross — ^unheard 
On earth, yet heard and answered at the throne ; 
Even as those words which gave thee as a mother 
To him whom most He loved 

The Blessed. That gift is still 

A balm for every wound ; yet now no more 
It soothes this stricken heart What earthly son 
Can fill the place of Him, the living guide ? 
Mine eyelids fail for looking up to God, 
And yet I dare not bend them down to earth. 
Or trace the ^ths where He companioned me, 
To see His form no more ; with loving hand 
I pluck the last frail flowers of memory, springing 
Even from beneath His cross, as though from seed 
Cast on the way-side by the listless hand 
Of wandering weary grief. 

St, Mary Magdalene, And yet thy soul 

Was mightiest when most weak ; thy sleepless eye 
Did mount o'er yon eternal hills to heaven. 
As if to trace the pathway of thy Love 
As He returned to God. And thou didst bind 
Thy watch-worn frame with girdle, as though still 
His words were in thine heart — * With girded loins 
Watch — ^wait.' 

The Blessed, O ! speak not of that bond of love, 
That girdle, plaything of His earliest years. 
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When as a babe He rested on my knee — 
Even as I gaze on it, I deem Him there 
Till the loved dream is broken, 

St Mary Magdalene. O ! forgive 

The hand that touched unconsciously that chord 
Of grief, and bear with me ; for I may not 
Wait longer for the day. A voice within 
Utters the midnight cry, * The Lord is risen ! 
The Master's step is near — ^he is even come 
And calleth for thee.' 

The Blessed, Go, I dare not stay thee ! 

I know He blamed not Martha when she ran 
To meet Him ; yet I fain would claim her part 
Who waited still in her lone chamber — knew 
That He would seek her there — ^himself would come 

« 

To heal the death-wound. Even though he stay 
For long long days, here still I wait for Him. 
He who for ever lives within my soul 
Must yet return — His parting pledge was this 
To all who trust and love. O 1 quickly come, 
As thou hast promised. Saviour, Spouse and Son, 
* Even so, Lord Jesu, come ! ' 
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Jerusalem. The Eve of the Assumption. 

< And now the time came when she was laid on a lowly couch 
in Sion. Then it was that to the virgin-disciple and to others, the 
Virgin herself gave charge, that they should give her two tunics to 
the neighbouring widows, who had manifested above all others the 
most ardent affection and piety towards her.* — {Nicephorus^ Heel. 
HisU 1. ii. c. 21.) 



( Two Widows are watching beside the couch of the Virgin, 
The Disciples are grouped in the distance,^ 

First Widow. She was the bright * star of our sea ' 
of life 
When the wild storm was near — 
She spake as if from Him who rules its strife, 

' O ! weak in faith, why fear ? ' 
She led us to the haven of His hand 
Upon the storm-ploughed deep, 
Showed us its waves rebuked at His command, 
The tempest lulled to sleep — 

Second Widow, Upon her brow the lines of David's 
race 
Are proudly lingering yet — 
O ! how we loved His glory there to trace 
Whose sun can never set ! 
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We may be like in lineament of grace, 

But she, ah ! doubly blest, 
Bears the bright image of His living face 
On her's in light impressed. 
First Widow, I watched her as the mystic spell of sleep 
Fell on her stricken form ; 
And felt too sad to smile, too blest to wf ep, 

Too weak to bear the storm. 
I dread to wake her, yet I long to hear 

The music of her voice. 
O ! when the Lord in glory shall appear, 
How will her heart rejoice ! 
Second Widow. Enoch, the seventh from our first 
fallen sire, 
Translated saw not death. 
While great Elijah on a car of fire 

Passed from this world beneath. 
May not her soul thus melt into the dawn 

And cloudlike pass away. 
Even as the veil of twilight is withdrawn 
From face of waking day ? 
First Widow, But hark — she speaks — ^with eyes yet 
closed in trance, 
Her heart is waking — 

The Blessed One, *I am come up from the lone 
wilderness 
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Leaning on my beloved ; it was there 

I brought him forth ; he set me as a seal 

Upon his heart — and now I hear, his voice. 

He calls me — " Rise, my love, and come away, 

For lo ! the winter " of the bitter cross 

** Is o*er ; the spring-tide of the risen life 

Smiles on our path, bright flowers are springing up, 

The time of singing-birds is come, even now 

The turtle's voice is heard in all our land ; 

The vine puts forth its grapes. Arise, my love. 

Arise and come away." Yea, I will rise 

And go about the city, in the streets 

And the broad ways — seek him my soul doth love. 

I sought him but I found him not — O ! whither 

Is my beloved gone forth ? come seek him with me. 

Ye daughters of Jerusalem. He went 

Even to His garden — ^ to Gethsemane — 

Echoing with prayers, and watered with his tears. 

There shall we find him — there he waits us still — - 

There * till the day break and the shadows flee,' 

He will be with us ! 

( Wakes) Was it all a dream, 
Or (Jid He speak to me ? * 

' 'Censendum est jugiter, nedum angelica venim etiam Filii 
Viiginem fretam esse visione, atque exult^se colloquio.' — S, 
Laurent, yustiniani Sermo in Fesio Assumptionis, 
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First Widow, We heard no voice 

But thine ; it led our weak and wondering thoughts 
Through such a fragrant garden of delight 
We feared to break the spelL This holy trance 
Is but the shadow of the coming truth, 
God's message to our hearts — ^it tells us that 
The Master soon will come and call for thee. 

The Blessed, Yea, He hath come already to my soul, 
And soon these eyes shall see him — my last hour 
On earth is very near. I pray you send 
For those He loved, the children of his faith, 
That they may gather round me, and to all 
I may commend his work. But first do ye. 
Dear to his heart for all your wakeful care 
Of her he loved the most — O 1 take and keep 
In blest remembrance these two garments, wrought 
By my poor hands for Him — even as the coat 
For which the lots of guilt were cast, they both 
Are seamless, 'woven from the top throughout.* 
They were loved tokens of his parted life. 
But needed now no more ; for soon mine eye 
Mantled in glory shall behold that form 
Which once was even of earthly raiment spoiled. 
But I must cease ; for failing speech and breath 
Mind me that death is near ! 
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The Branch of Palm. 

* When she had received the message of the angel, she declared 
it to those who were with her, and showed them the trophy of her 
victory over death, which was a branch of palm.' — (Nicepkorus ut 
supra. ) 

The Blessed. 

Branch of peace, and staff of weakness, 

Meed of gentle lowliness — 
Proof that glory springs from meekness, 

Inward strength from holiness — 

Jo3rful was the day that bore thee 
To the young and trembling heart ; 

Blest the hand that doth restore thee 
To the soul that longs to part 

Mystic branch of hidden glory, 
On the Passion-path once strown, 

Branch by Jesus cast before me 
On the pathway to the throne. 

Once I claimed thee as the presage 
Of the conquering life of love ; 

Now I hail thee as the message 
Of the Conqueror from above. 
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Hail thee as his love's sure token, 
Brought by holy Gabriel down, 

Filial gift his hand hath broken 
From the circlet of his crown ! 



Jerusalem. The Assumption. 

(The Widows watching as before. The Disciples in the 

distance,^ 

The Blessed One. 

* Like as the hart desires the water-brooks, 
So thirsts my soul, O ! living God, for Thee ! 

For Thee my spirit pants — for Thee it looks, 
Ah ! when wilt thou return to set it free ? 

My tears have been my meat by night, by day ; 

I trace the path thy feet in anguish trod. 
While daily to my widowed heart they say. 

Forsaken one, O ! where is now thy God ? 

When wilt thou make that heart in thee to rest. 
When take me from this world of gathering night, 

Fulfil the longings of this grief-worn breast, 
And clothe me with the glory-robe of light ? 
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When shall I see the heavenly choirs descend, 
And when wilt Thou, O I sweet and loving Son, 

On whom the countless hosts of Heaven attend. 
Return to tell me that the crown is won ? 

Wlien, in the sweetness of thy love's abyss, 

Clothed with the sun and bound with starry zone, 

Shall I be swallowed up of life and bliss. 

And reach the crystal sea that girds the throne ? ' * 

{Sleeps,) 

St Peter. O ! is it sleep, or wondrous pause of life. 
Or living death ? 
There is no sign to mark the parting strife, 
Nor sound of lingering breath. 
St. James. What if her weary steps have reaqjied the 
goal, 
fier bark hath touched the ^ore. 
The mom of life hath risen upon her soul 

And there is night no more ? 
St, John. Free in this heaven-wrought grave, she is 
not dead — 
Like her of old she lies 
Waiting to hear the voice of Him who said, 
* Maid, from thy sleep arise ! ' 

* The three last verses are translated from an ancient Italian 
hymn, given in the Mariale of Bernardinus de Bustis. 
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All the Disciples. Jesus, whose loving hand is ever 
near, 
Whose arm can ne*er forsake — 
She whom thou lovest in trance of life is here, 

O ! bid her soul to wake ! 
Break thou this ' pause' of life, this dream of death. 

More dread than wildest storm ; 
Grant us again to hear her living breath 
Or clasp her lifeless form. 
St. John, She seems to stand upon the fearful verge 
Of death — yet still to live. We list to hear 
The gentle foot-fall of the Son of man 
Returning. t>ii it be that we who live 
Shall be caught up m the air, to be with him 
For evermore ? 

St, Peter, Alas ! to thee alone 
'Twas given to tarry till he come — to us 
To die ere we behold him — from long sleep 
To wake in him 1 

A Voice from above, * I tell you of a truth. 
There be some standing here who shall not taste 
Of death till they have seen the kingdom of God 
Come in its power.' 

St Peter, Heard you that mighty voice ? 

St, Thomas, It seemed as thunder — ^and the gather- 
ing gloom 
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Portends the tempest's reign. Like pall of death 
Its folds hang darkening round us — 

St. John, Yet on her, 

Now nearest to the realm of death, there shines 
A holy light, bright as the star which led 
The wise of old to that more glorious dawn 
Whose sun shall ne'er go down ; and now it fades 
And dove-like flies to heaven, as though it bore 
The olive-branch of peace to Him she loved 
From that pure spirit, and returned no more 

St. Thomas. I saw it not; to me the voice thou 
heard'st 
Seemed but a crash of thunder i but the clouds 
Are breaking round us ; I can even discern 
The watching wondering forms around her bed — 
But she is there no more ! I seem to hear 
The Angel-voice we heard of old : * Why seek ye 
The living 'mid the dead? She is not here I ' 
O ! that I had some token blest to prove 
That she is with us still, or passed away 
To higher glory. 

St. Peter. Lo ! thy heart's desire 

Is even this hour fulfilled ; for in thy hand 
Is left the girdle that she loved, and bade us 
Lay with her in the tomb — true pledge of love, 
Uttering to thy lone heart that word which once 
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Was given to mine — * Thou girdedst thee, when young 
And wentest where thou wouldst ; but when thou'rt old 
Another hand shall gird thee, and shall lead thee 
Whither thou wouldest not.' 
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PART 11. 
The Crusades. 

1b Prato, in the Duomo 

Is K«u:d the midnight prayer, 
And many a soldier of the cross 

Is bending lowfy there. 
The measured chant and antiphon 

In swelling tide of song, 
l^ow ebbs upon the ear, now flows 

The vaulted aisles along. 
The holy Provost Ildebrand 

Before the altar stands, 
And lifts the glittering cross to bless 

The proud crusading bands. 
Right cunningly that cross was decked 

With gold and rarest gem, 
But brighter far than jewelled rays 

Of earthly diadem, 
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Were those bright eyes whose glance of pride, 

With holy transport rife, 
Revealed of many hearts the thoughts. 

Of maay souls the life. 
They gazed upon the pictured joys 

That crowned the Queen of Heaven, 
Fair flow'rets ^ringing from the ground 

Of her sharp dolours seven. 
And as in gentlest tone of love 

The * Prose oi Joys ' they sang. 
It seemed as though the shrouded aisles 

With heavenly voices rang : 

* Gande Virgo, quae de Coelis, 
Juxta vocem Gabrielis, 

Concepisti Filium ; 
Gaude, Mater Jesu Christi, 
Quia Virgo peperisti 

Salvatorem omnium, 
Gaude, quia resurrexit, 
Et revixit, et revexit, 

Cursor tuus, bravium. 
Gaude, per quam super chorum 
Sublimatur angelorum 

Natura mortalium.' 
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Twas then before the Provost knelt 

The vassal and the free, 
Peasant and yeoman, vavasour. 

And knight of high degree. 
To each he spake a word of love, 

O'er each he breathed a prayer. 
As in the bond of high resolve 

They knelt in silence there. 
To each he gave the blessed cross, 

The bright and morning star 
Of those whom Jesus had called forth 

To high and holy war. 
And spake to each, * Go forth, my son, 

In God's own armour stand ; 
Redeem for him the tomb of Christ, 

His fair and promised land.' 
Unfaltering was his voice, until 

Before him lowly knelt 
A lordly knight whose presence seemed 

His inmost soul to melt 

* Michele ? is it thou ? ' he said, 

* And comest thou here this day 
The children of thy faith to cheer 
To guide them on their way ? ' 

* Nay Father,' he replied, * I come 

To share their gain, their loss. 
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With them to labour for the crown, 

With them to bear the cross.' 
Speechless the Provost sate, his eye 

Alone his blessing spake ; 
And now again the strains of prayer 

The spell-bound echoes wake : 

* Lignum crucis 

Signum Ducis 
Sequitur exercitus ; 

Quod non cessit, 

Sed praecessit 
In vi Sancti Spiritus.' ' 

' The tree of life 

Our cross of strife 
We bear to Judah's shore ; 

God's spirit leads 

To glorious deeds 
When Jesus goes before.' 

And now the morning beam hath risen 

Upon the parting throng, 
And sleeps upon the dying breeze 

The proud crusader's song. 

' This is the refrain of an old crusaders* hymn, given by Roger 
de Hoveden in his ' Chronicle.' 
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Upon, the Holy Virgin's shrine, 
As though it sealed their vow, 

Falls the first ray of morning's light, 
And all is resting now. 



The Return, 
(prato.) 

Chorus of Women with flowers and garlands. 

Dark in our souls, though the bright sun was shining, 
Rose the sad parting-day, cold to the heart ; 

Bowed down with grief, yet with faith unrepining. 
Saw we the soldiers of Sion depart 

Brothers and sons, and, Oh ! dearer than all, 
Husbands, whose lives were entwined with our own ; 

Leaving but memory their love to recall. 
Leaving but faith for lost joy to atone. 

The cross they had taken, ah ! never could pierce 
So keenly the heart as the cross that they gave ; 

The wrath of the heathen was never so fierce 
As the wound of the loved ones that smote to the 
grave. 
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But now on our souls a bright morning is breaking ; 

The warfare is ended, the death-dream is past ; 
Our lives from the long sleep of winter are waking 

And hail the glad light of the spring-tide at last I 



PiA DoGOMARi (mother of MicheU\ 
standing before a picture of ths * Seven Joys J 

O ! crowned of God, upon thy dolours seven 

Oft have I gazed, and deemed that grief were heaven, 

Could it but join my life to thine, and prove 

That the deep wound with which thy soul was riven 

Was not so deep, so piercing as thy love ! 

Now thou hast raised me from that pain of loss, 
Hast healed for me the death-wound of the cross, 
And bidst me in thy heart's seven joys to see 
A peaceful haven which no tempests toss, 
A life of bliss, reflected still in thee ! 

Seven were thy mighty griefs — in silence nursed ; 
Seven the bright joys which from thy dolours burst, 
Like sweetest springs from Jesus' riven side 3 
Blest proof that love, though it must ever thirst, 
Shall be by deeper fount of love supplied 

c 2 
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Seven were the pangs which rent thy life below, 
Yet from one fount did all their sorrows flow — 
One cross was His, and but one cross was thine ; 
That sword whose seven-fold piercing none may know 
Who are not called in anguish to resign 
Their last, last gift — ^and yet that grief was mine ! 

But while I looked in vain for one to save, 
And pierced in heart beheld the opening grave, 
I heard that loving voice, * Behold thy Son I ' 
Thy hand hath snatched him from the battle-wave, 
The cross hath triumphed, and the crown is won ! 

Mother of Gk)d ! if earthly love should seem 

To bring strange flowers to deck the heavenly dream, 

O ! pity and forgive — for even thy joy 

Had yet of earthly love the lingering gleam. 

Which years of wondering faith could ne'er destroy ! 

Michele {entering unobserved). How can I break that 
spell ? what skill of love 
Can frame such words as to a heart like this 
Must bring anew the sword of parting grief? 
Mother ! — 

Fia. My son 1 and hast thou heard the prayer 

And read the thoughts of this overburdened heart ? 
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Once bowed with grief, now bent with precious load 
Of bliss too vast for words ? 

Michde, Nay, deem not yet 

That the crusader's life-long work is o'er ; 
A direr strife is nigh ; the pestilence 
Hath tracked the path of war, and famine now. 
The dread attendant upon both, hath smitten 
The homes of Sion — and I fain would be 
A conqueror in a holier war than that 
Which brings in death and parting. 

Fia, Yet what war 

Is holier than the peace which thou wouldst rend 
From this lone heart ? what ill could famine bring 
More dread than dearth of love ? What pestilence 
Were ghastlier than the living death which then 
Would prey on this spent life ? O 1 what, my son, 
What have I done to thee that thou wouldst leave me ? 

Michele, * What have I done to thee ? ' 'twas even thus 
The prophet spake — and he who heard obeyed 
The heavenly call, and I have heard it too ; 
For yesternight, as I renewed my vow 
Before the altar of the Blessed One, 
She stood beside me girdled with a zone 
Of light, and spake : '"Once more, my son, go forth 
To bear the branch of palm, the gift of life 
To those who perish.' Even as she spake 
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A heavenly ray athwart her girdle fell, 
And it became a cross of glorious light 
Such as mine eye might scarcely gaze upon, 
Then all again was dark. O ! can I slight 
That heavenly voice, or spurn the charge it gave? 
One mother claims us both. 

Fia {after a lotigfause of emotion). Go forth, my s6n, 
I dare not stay thee. May that Mother's love. 
Which first restored thee, give thee back again 
To this lone heart — the Lord will yet provide 
Another sacrifice than thee ! for I 
Have not withheld my son, mine only son, 
From Him who gave, and who will yet redeem ! 



Scene. — ^Jerusalem. 

Barcephas, an Eastern Priest, Maria, his Daughter, 

Maria, My sire, I oft have marvelled that thine eye, 
So seldom bent on earth, with furtive glance. 
Should turn to yon fi-ail casket. What strange spell 
"Can lure it thither ? 

Barcephas, Child, I marvel not 

That such should be thy thought, and oft have yearned 
To tell thee what that hallowed shrine conceals. 
Tor soon thine eye, no longer furtively. 
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But with fixed gaze must rest upon that charge, 
Which must ere long be thine. 

Maria, Methinks thy words 

Have even than thy glance a deeper spell, 
What mean'st thou ? 

Barcepha$, Ere I tell thee I must bind 

Thy soul with strictest vow, that if this casket 
Is given into thine hand, by night, by day. 
Thou never wilt the sacred trust forsake. 
Thine eye must rest on it, thy hand protect, 
Thy heart muse on it ; and thy soul renounce 
All other gifts than this. 

Maria, Yet, sire, that vow 

Would make thy love like Jephtha's, and my lot 
like hers whoj by that father's vow, was bound 
A living victim to a life of death. 

Barcephas, Nay, if thou knew'st the gift that casket 
shrines. 
Thou well might'st deem that mine were all the loss 
And thine the gain \ from faithful sire to son 
This hallowed charge hath passed, until on thee, 
Last of our I'ace, 'tis laid — ^unwritten, save 
In loving hearts, its legend hath lived on 
Like true Evangel Wouldst thou hear it child. 
Ere memory fails me ? 
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Maria, Gladly would I hear 

All that thy love can telL 

Barcephas, Then know that ere 

The Mother of our race was raised on high 
To that blest Paradise whence Eve had fallen, 
The holy Thomas — from whose doubt our faith 
Hath richer dower than even from Peter's zeal 
Or John's all-filial love — saw not the scene 
Of wonder ; doubted as at first, and feared, " 
Till in his hands the girdle of the Blessbd 
Was found ; true token that the Ark of God 
Was gone up to its resting-place. But when 
To the far shores of Ind he passed away 
To bear the word of Jesu's peace to those 
Who sate in darkness and the shadow of death, 
He gave it to the children of His faith 
In S)n:ian land, and thus from sire to son. 
The heavenly dowry passed, which now to thee 
Descends ; if thou renounce the heritage 
Of all thy sires, on whom, my child, can I 
Devolve the sacred charge ? 

Maria, My sire, forgive 

The fear that shrinks from such a care, the love 
That dares not claim it. 

JBarcephas, Fear might well recoil, 

But how can love refuse ? 
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Maria, O ! that my heart 

Could tell thee all— but love, not love divine, 
But that pure love which heaven hath blessed and crowned 
With high approval, binds my soul to earth. 
I cannot rise to claim a heritage 
Which only tells of Heaven. 

Barcephas, What meanest thou ? 

Maria. Dare 1 then tell thee that our stranger-guest, 
Michele Dogomari claims my love ? 
On him mine eye rests ceaselessly — to him 
My hand is given — on him alone my heart 
Muses, the shrine of all my trust is he ; 
Yet could he share with me the priceless gift 
Nor fear nor doubt would cloud my willing soul ; 
I would accept the charge. 

Barcephas. Forbid it, heaven. 

That I should yield the hallowed gift to one 
Whose faith is stained, whose creed is desecrate ; ^ 
The precious girdle of the sinless One 
Is not for hands polluted. And if thou 
Hast given the troth of love to him who ne'er 
Can claim the bond of truth, I cast thee out 
As alien to our race. That fatal guest. 
Who made our earthly need the bitter source 
Of direr loss, shall leave our ravished home 
Ere yet this sun goes down ; time, distance, change, 
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Shall teach thee to break off this yoke of guilt,^ ' 
To yield, and to forget ! 



DoMNA {Mother of Maria\ Maria. 

Domna, Would that this western stranger ne'er had 
reached 
Our Syrian shore ! that he had never lodged 
In our poor dwelling, never plucked from thence, 
As from the unfenced garden of our love, 
Its last, its fairest flower ! 

Maria, O ! rather thank 

The Lord, who to our famine-stricken home 
Guided his steps. Recall that hour of need, 
When famine following war, and close pursued 
By ruthless pestilence, twinrfiends that haunt 
The silent battle field, assailed our homes. 
O ! when as angel sent from Heaven, that guest 
Retnmed to save, supplied the welcome food. 
How did our hearts rejoice ? Believe me, mother, 
Our good Michele is, as he was then. 
Worthy of all our love. 

Domna, Thou lovest him, child, 

And fondly deem'st that we can love him too ; 
Though he hath rent from us all, all we love ; 
And robbed thee of thy dower. For even this day 
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Thy sire hath vowed that he will never bless 

The nuptial tie, will ne'er resign to thee 

That richer heritage than all the gifts 

Which kings and sages bore from distant land 

To crown the King of Kings. The girdle-shrine 

Unto the Archimandrite Barsumas, 

Last of oiir kinsmen, will be given ere yet 
Another day can dawn. But well my heart 
Might yield the relic of a parted love, 
Could I but claim its living truth in thee. 

Jlfan'a. Yet if the stroke of death, forever near, 
Should leave me fatherless, and thy dear life 
Should sink beneath the storm, while I am left 
Alone to meet the ever-threatening wave 
Of the returning Saracen, to see 
The sacred treasure of a thousand years 
Ravished by heathen guilt, by pagan rite 
Defiled, degraded — 

Domna, Stay ! thine hand hath touched 

A chord of grief, whose echoes fill my heart 
As with a dirge of death ! I never thought 
Of that returning tide whose distant swell 
Now gathers on mine ear. Thou hast well said 
Our lives are old and frail, and thine, alas ! 
Defenceless. Even this priceless gift will bring 
New dangers, yet thy dowry ne'er must pass 
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Into the hand of the fierce Saracen, 
Even as the seamless robe of Christ, to crown 
The spoils of conquering guilt In western land 
'Twere safe, and thither must thou bear it yet. 
If it may yet be thine. 

Maria, O ! faithful found 

In hour of deepest need ! Why should I fear 
To tell thee that Michele Dogomari 
Now claims me as his own ? that Barsumas, 
True to his kindred, hath bestowed on him 
The bridal dower my sire in reckless haste 
Had yielded to his hand. But see ! himself 
Is drawing near to greet thee, and to claim 
A mother's blessing. Even as I speak 
He kneels before thee. 



The Flight. 

They stood upon the sun-lit strand 
In trustful faith, in loving fear \ 
They saw the bark approach the land ; 
Even as its sails their hearts expand, — 
They know that their release is near. 
The Syrian maid with sleepless care 
The casket of the girdle bare ; 
Michele gazed with wondering love, 
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And deemed the glory-realm above 

Could ne'er reveal a face so fair. 

And now the bark hath touched the shore, 

And cunningly on either side 

They marked that it was sculptured o'er 

With dolphins bright, which seemed to glide 

Upon the waves, as though the deep 

Had yielded up her hosts, to keep 

From storm and wave that casket rare, 

The faithful knight, the damsel fair. 

They entered, and the vessel passed 

Even as a dolphin o'er the main. 

Then reverently beside the mast 

They laid the shrine, and bound it fast 

With loving hand, in golden chain. 

And raised to Heaven the rapturous strain 

Till echoing breezes bore along 

The burden of the Girdle-song. 

' The Girdle of the Ephod ' 

Was bright with golden sheen, 
But brighter shone the starry zone 

Which girt the Heavenly Queen. 

The girdle of the Holy One, 

In Patmos' vision seen. 
Shone as the radiance of the sun 

The folded clouds between. 
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But she whose love bequeathed 
To us her girdle blest, , 

Was soft as sunset wreathed 
O'er evening's peaceful breast 

As bright cloud from whose bosom. 

The fruitful rain is poured, 
As springbud in whose blossom 

The summer flower is stored, 

Is she, by Heaven elected 
The Lord of life to bear. 

From whom His light reflected 
Shines softly everywhere. 

As in the twilight folded 

We see the face of day. 
As in fair image moulded 

The life seems yet to stay. 

Even thus, by memories holy 
This last fond gift of love. 

The girdle of the lowly 
Still lifts our hearts above. 
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The Parting, 

Years had rolled on, and still Michele lived 
And loved But she had passed away whose smile 
Had made his life an Eden, and whose death 
Made it like Sion, * vision of sweet peace ' 
And endless joys beyond ; with her alone 
His spirit dwelt, and his life's eventide 
Glowed like the sunset of a summer's day, 
Painting the clouds of weariness and death 
With tints of heavenly glory. . . . 
ITie cunning skill of proud B)rzantine art 
Adorned his home, and yet a lowly couch, 
Like that from which the blest of God was borne 
On high, was his last resting-place on earth. 
Not age but pain had graven its deep lines 
Upon that face whose smile had lit with joy 
Full many a home of woe ; the fever-bloom 
Upon his cheek was ripening on to death. 
Weary of life he gazed upon the towers 
Of the fair Duomo, glowing 'neath the light 
Of summer's parting sun, and every ray 
Seemed like the girdle of the Queen of Heaven, 
A path-way to her secret resting-place, 
A glory half-revealed. His failing eye 
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From the bright casket to its destined shrine 

Passed restlessly, as though the rest of death 

Were near ; as though the darkening line, which once 

Told of the longed-for home, were traced again 

On life's horizon, seen in widowed grief. 

As then in wedded bliss. Beside him stood. 

In grief too deep for tears, the Provost-Prince 

Uberto, minister of Heaven's last gift 

To him who soon in angel-form might bend 

O'er parting saint on earth. And when the rites 

Of Holy Church were o'er, and he was free 

To wield his inward strength and frame the word 

Of dying love, in gentlest tone he spake : 

* Thou knoVst the history of this widowed life, 

How brief its wedded love, how lone hath been 

Its long captivity, and now the Lord 

Comes near to set me free ! I may not bear 

To Him that sacred gift, which though it tell 

Of heavenly mansions, hath on earth its home. 

Here, for the blest assurance of our faith 

It still must rest, till faith itself is lost 

In sight, and hope in certainty of bliss. 

To thee I yield it May the heavenly chaxge 

Be precious in thy sight as erst in theirs 

Through whom this token of a mother's love 

Hath cheered my widowed life. In yon fair Duomo 
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Let it be shrined before the altar of 

The Pitying One, and on the joyous feast 

Of her Assumption, raised on high to bless 

Our loved PratesL But my speech is faint 

With death, while fails thy loving voice through grief. 

Grasp but mine hand, and with that grasp reply. 

Or tell me that thy love will yet fulfil 

This last, last prayer. For now the clouds of death 

Are parting, and I see the promised land 

Of bliss beyond ; the Lord Himself is nigh — 

He bids me wake from this long dream of Heaven 

To see the truth, the life. Even now my guide 

Glances with mild rebuke : " Why tarriest thou ? *' 

O Lord ! I come — I come 1 ' 

While yet he spake 
(O ! strange unwonted sight,) he raised his form 
Upon the bed of death, like him who heard 
The voice of Christ of old ; then from the hand 
Whose hidden might had raised him, he fell back 
Upon the arms of those who lingering near 
Had gathered round him, eager each to clasp 
With love's last energy his lifeless form, — 
And they spake not but wept I 
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ENTRE ACT. 
Florence, a.d. 1440. 

St Antoninus of Florence and a Student of Divinity, 

' Nor are those painters to be praised when they paint apocryphal 
things — such as the girdle thrown down by the Virgin Mary to the 
Apostle Thomas in the moment of her Assumption, in order to 
remoye his doubt.* — S. Antonim FloretU, op, Malanum Hitt, Sacr, 
Imaginum et Picturarum^ p. 396. 

Student, I do remember to have seen at Prato, 
In the Chapel of the * Vergine del Giglio/ 
A fan* Assumption picture, done, 'twas said, 
By our great Giotto, — in the which St. Thomas 
Seemed to be stooping to pick up a girdle 
Fallen to the ground, which, holy legends tell. 
Was given by our dear Lady as a token 
That God had ended her captivity 
And clothed her in the moment of her parting 
With mantle of strange glory. 

Antoninus, Such device 

I like not ; pictured forms should be of truth 
The faithful shadows, for in these dark days 
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Pictures are laymen's books. Why make them then 
Blind guides to lead the blmd ? 

Student I dare not tread 

With thee the giddy pathway of the schools, 
Nor mount the heights of great St Thomas' lore. 
And yet, loved father, I would fain reveal 
My inmost thoughts to thee. 

Antoninus. Fear not, my son, 

I hear thee gladly. 

Student It doth seem to me 

That when a thought is inly beautiful 
It hath the soul of truth \ it is God's word 
Unwritten ; yea, a word writ on the heart, 
Which cannot, like the cold bare letter, kill. 
To outer eye it seems apocryphal. 
Not to the inner sense, for there its truth 
Is faithful and authentic. 

Antoninus, Yet, methinks 

Our holy faith rests not alone upon 
The inner sense, it hath an outward form, 
A substance, teaching us, like our dear Lord, 
To handle and to feel it ; else our faith 
Were but a phantom, shrinking from our grasp, 
Eluding and deceiving. 

Student, Yet, my Father, 

D 2 
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Even the legendary faith which warms 

The peasant's prayer, and gives his rude devotion 

A beauty not its own, is as the shell 

Guarding the kernel, as the sheath that clothes 

The tender grain until its ripened life 

Can bear the summer sun. And even the learned 

Confess great truths they cannot touch nor feel. 

Strange mysteries of the Godhead, of the Manhood 

Of Christ, and of His Church. 

Antoninus, But even these 

Are built upon the solid pKnth of fact, 
On truths which had been witnessed, handled, felt 
The Blessed Life before our eyes appeared — 
A history, not a vision. 

Student, Yet around 

That life, as round the sun's meridian orb 
Bright clouds of mystery and of glory floated. 
Now deepening in sharp outline, and now fading. 
And then again renewed ; erewhile the eye 
Which dared not gaze upon the exceeding glory 
Was feasted by the soft reflected light 
Even to satiety. And thus, methinks. 
The girdle-legend of our Lady draws 
Its light as from the sun of life, reflecting 
His glory as in a glass. It seems a cloud 
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Raised from the warmth of loving hearts that bask 
In Jesu's mid-day glory. 

Antoninus. Yet, my son, 

The mind of Holy Church hath truer light 
Than comes from clouds and visions. He who saw 
More wondrous vision, and who heard the voice 
From opening cloud, did rest not all on these. 
But turned to that sure word of prophecy 
As to a light that shineth out of darkness 
And leadeth onward to the perfect day. 

Student But who shall say that even here there is 
No word of prophecy ? or hold that He 
Who spake sometime in vision to His saints 
Speaks to them thus no more ? What if the Lord, 
To crown the toil of those who trod the path 
Of strange endurance, cruel martyrdom, 
Of lifelong prayer or rapturous ecstasy. 
Reveal new truth ? lift up the veil that hides 
The closing days of her he loved on earth, 
Even as he lifted to the sainted Bridget 
The veil that hid her birth ? 

Antoninus, I dare not say 

* It cannot be,' yet dare not rank what may be 
With what hath been, is now, and must be still, 
Eternal truth. I would not rob thee of 
The fondest legend, nay, nor wildest vision, 
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AMiose light may Ml upon some living truth 
To cheer thine inner life. 

Siudent I may then gaze 

On Giotto's wondrous woii:, nor fear to imperil 
The soul of truth? 

Antoninus. Per me licet, mi filL 
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PART III. 
Scene. The City of Prato in 1787 

The Bishop of Volterra, and Canon Thyrion. 

Th€ Bishop. You know the cause, good Monsignore 
Thyrion, 
Which brings me hither. Words dropped heedlessly 
In the assembly of my lords at Florence 
Denounced the shrines and altars privileged 
Here in the Duomo, and at San Vincenzio. 

Thyrion. 'Twas rumoured that my good Lord's Grace 
had come 
To visit all our shrines. 'Twas even said 
That the blest altar of the Cintola, 
The joy and glory of our poor Pratesi, 
Is doomed already. 

Bishop. Who hath dared to spread 

So false a tale ? 

Thyrion, One brief, but fatal word> 
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Dropped by the Vicar Royal yesterday, 

Hath kindled fires which even this day may burst 

Into a conflagration. He was heard 

To whisper, * Let the work be gently done. 

Done noiselessly.' Mysterious words, which seemed, 

To fears already roused, to mark the doom 

Of the loved altar. Soon firom street to street 

The rumour spread, till the half-uttered speech 

Was echoed loud with threats of wild defiance 

And murmurs of revenge. With frantic haste 

I sought the Governor that he might warn 

The citizens to guard their threatened homes. 

Bishop. 'Twas well and wisely done, and now that 
all 
Is safe as far as earthly means avail, 
I pray thee lead my wondering eye through this 
Fair maze of art, by Ghirlandajo's skill 
Made famous,^ and by Gaddi's loving hand 
Traced forth in pictured legend. 

Thyrion, First we see 

The bright Assumption scene, the Virgin borne 
By angel-hands to Heaven's fair sanctuary. 
Leaving the precious gift to him whose faith 

' ' Dipinse in una tavola (il Ghirlandajo), che fu posta nd Pieve 
di Prato, la nostra Donna, che porge la Cintola a S. Tommaso, che 
h insieme con gli altri ApostoU.*— Kajari, VUe d^ Ghirlandaj. 
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Was dimmed by fear and doubt. We see him next 
Leaving the relic blest on Syria's shore, 
When, as Apostle of the distant Ind, 
He passed to glorious martyrdom for Christ. 
Then stands before us the crusader's form, 
And his fair Eastern bride, from Syrian shore 
Embarked for Pisa, Next our eye beholds 
The casket, hid like priceless treasure, 'neath 
Michele's resting-place, and lifted thence 
By angel hands ; a heavenly warning sent 
To mark its future shrine. And now we reach 
The closing scene, — Michele's form appears 
Stretched on the bed of death. Uberto tends 
His numbered hours, and hears his parting charge.* 

Bishop. Well may such wealth of legendary art. 
Inspired by faith, and o'er unhallowed skill 
Proudly triumphant, prove how vain the taunt 
We heard at Florence. But our time is short. 
I dare not stay thee — for the gathering storm 
May break too soon — even now delay were death. 

* The series of pictures which surround the Chapel of the Cintola 
painted by Nicolo Gaddi in the 14th century, follows the order here 
described. 
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The Market-Place in Prato. 

Two Market-women^ 

First, Since the good times of Bishop Alamanni 
I ne'er saw such a market-day. 

Second, Nor I. 

They crowd into the square from every street 
And lane, as when the holy Cintola 
Is shown us from the Gallery of the Duoma 
Sure there is something strange to see or hear, 
Or (the Madonna save us !) some wild feud 
Of villagers and townsmen. 

First, Rather say 

Brigands and murderers ! for the life of me 
I never saw the wildest of our bandits 
So ruffian-like. Protect us heaven ! they bear 
Axes and pikes, and even the country folk 
Are here with scythes and sickles ; threats of death ! 
O ! let us fly ; Madonna of the Cintola, 
Preserve us ! 

Second, We might safely stand perchance 

Beneath the terrace of the Vicar-Royal, 
Where, if the storm should burst, we yet might find 
A welcome shelter ; see, it gathers strength, 
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Blast upon blast, and wave on wave comes up. 
Hark ! there is shouting. 

The Multitude. Show the Cintola ! 

YouVe stolen it from the sacristy, expose it 
Come to the balcony, or we will ply 
Our axes on the gate, Where's Gini? Thyrion? 
Why is the Bishop of Volterra here ? 
What can he have to do at San Vincenzio 
Or at the Duomo ? 

The Vicar-Royal {from the balcony). Friends, for 
Jesu's love. 
Be calm, disperse ; the Cintola is safe. 
We dare not, in this moment of wild panic. 
Expose the sacred gift ; the Bishop comes 
To guard, and not destroy. Our glorious Prince 
Is loyal to the faith of him who brought 
The heavenly dower to Prata O ! forbear 
From reckless guilt, lest vengeful wrath should wake. 
Haste to your homes. 

First Market-woman {from a distance). See, see — 
they melt away. 
Yet only melt to form again beneath 
The campanile of the Duomo. Hark ! 
The bell is sounding, and the belfry tower 
Is in their hands ; they ring incessantly. 
The market-place is empty, all the houses 
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Are being closed ; * haste, haste, escape while yet 

Escape is possible ; this welcome porch 

Will give us shelter. \Exeuni, 

Prato. 
the palace of the amministratore regio. 

MoNSiGNORE GiNi {Administrator Royal)^ Canon 

Thyrion. 

Thyrton. I would that our good Bishop yet might 
see 
The peril of this course of ceaseless change. 
Rest, rest is all we need ; these bold reforms 
Confound and dazzle. Only Luther's eye 
Failed to discern the presence of the Lord, 
Save in wild tumults.* Even now the world 
Is trembling o'er the hidden fires which soon 
Must burst their bonds, and our loved Tuscany, 
With all its wealth of holy shrines, will be 
A hideous wreck — or rather coffined relic. 
Even as Pompeii — ^left to tell the tale 
Of ruined faith to some cold distant age 
Of heathendom restored. 

* Istaria^ p. 238. 

' * Ego nisi tumultus istos viderim, verbum Dei in mundo non 
esse dicerem.' — Dt Servo Arbitrio, c. 32. 
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Gini. But may not we 

Remove our threatened home ? Why wait until 
The now closed lips of the volcano yawn 
To vent the wrath that smoulders in its bosom ? 
Then shall we have to seek our distant Zoar 
And seek it all too late. At such a time 
'Twere ill to linger in the plain, to weight 
Our limbs with earthly spoils, when life itself 
Is trembling in the balance. Even one soul 
Is dearer unto Christ than all the wealth 
Of Tuscan shrines. For that He died, for these 
He died not ; at our hands he will require 
The living temple, not the lifeless stone. 
One altar was enough for faithful hearts, 
When, as that altar, all their hearts were one. 
And one their sacrifice ; and even if 
The altar of the Cintola become 
A relic of the past, the loss were but 
The loss of the poor altarist, not ours, 
Who claim a higher lot. 

Thyrion, What higher lot 

Than at the tomb of martyred saint to stand 
A priest of God? to see his altar rise 
'Mid the bright circlet of a hundred shrines 
A heaven-wrought cincture, even as that which bound 
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The Virgin's breast, but time would fail to paint 
A thought like this. 

{Enter a Messenger in great agitation,) 

Messenger^ Good Monsignore Gini, 

Fly for your life ; a wild and furious crowd 
Is gathered round the palace ; hark, they cry 
^ Morte al Gini f^ — like a mighty flood 
They fill the market-place, intent to save 
(Such is their cry) the holy Cintola 
From fell destruction. 

Gini, What I feared hath come ! 

The visit of the bishop, doubted first, 
Then wronged and slandered, hath been branded now 
With mark of sacrilege. May Heaven forgive 
The miscreants who have dared to stain the name 
Of our great Prince, the spotless loyalty 
Of our true Bishop. 

Thyrion, But the time is past 

For such a requiem-note ; the hour of action 
Is come, let us address the furious crowd 
Assembled in the square ; its rising waves. 
Even as the chainless ocean, breaking on 
A rock-bound shore, and lost in angry foam. 
Are surging 'neath us. Hear you not their voice ? 
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The Multitude from below^ headed by priests^ rudely 

cltanting. 

Surge, Deus ultionis, 
Et afflictos Babylonis 

In tyrannos vindica ; 
Audi, Pastor Israelis, 
Planctum gregis, et de coelis 

Causam tuam judica ! 
Sancte Pater Jesu Christi, 
Qui draconem confregisti, 

Qui captives redimis, 
Hostem comprime profanum. 
In superbos leva manum 

Et succurre miseris ! 
Tu qui mare confirmisti, 
Qui in Sion habitisti, 

Stellam maris respice, 
Matris piae dulce pignus 
Fac ut nunquam fur malignus 

Auferat nefarife. 
Mater sancta, firmamenti 
Decus, tu caecatae menti 

Desuper irradia, 
Placa mare, maris Stella, 
Ne involvat nos procella 

Et tempestas valida ! 
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Another Messenger (entering hurriedly). My lords, 
escape, your lives, the lives of all 
Are girt with thousand dangers ; {to Gini) Monsignore 
They ay, * The keys ! death to the traitor Gini ! ' 
Drunken with fury and fanatic zeal, 
A crowd of peasants, and (O ! grief) of priests, 
Who head but cannot guide the infuriate mass, 
CaU for thy life. 

Voices below. We will tear out his heart — 
Stamp out his life-blood Where's the traitor Gini ? 
Throw him down on the pavement ! we will do 
The work of Jehu, trample him to death 
Like JezebeL * Who is on our side ? who ? ' 

Thyrion, O Lord of life ! our lives are in thy hand ; 
Save them, or take them as a sacrifice 
Unto Thyself O ! Mother of sweet pity, 
I hear the knell of death — the murderer's step 
Is on the threshold — * Juva pusillanimes, 
Succurre miseris ! ' 

Gini, That prayer is heard ! 

Tliat word hath given me strength ! Come, let us meet 

them, 
Ere yet they mount the staircase of the palace 3 
And stand as martyrs of the Lord, to plead 
For truth, but not for life ; if truth should fail, 
To welcome death. 

(They pass to the landing of the Great Staircase,) 
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Thyriofu The Lord, the Prince of Martyrs, 
Hath sent us a deliverer I Prato's lord, 
Brave Dogomari, stands in proud defiance 
Even as a tower of strength before the foe. 
His foot is planted on the landing place, 
His iron hand hath thrust the foremost down. 

Dogomari. Fly for your lives, blind slaves of igno- 
rance 
And maddening guilt ; escape while yet ye may, 
Or the life-blood of him whose name and race 
Lives in the record of the Cintola 
For every age, shall clothe your lives with shame, 
Or mine with glorious martyrdom ! 

The Multitude, Fall back. 

It is the Count, fall back ! 

Dogomari {to Gini and Thyrioti), Haste, fly, your 
lives 
Tremble in the balance. You may yet succeed 
To reach the Bishop's palace through the garden 
Of the Dominicans ; there rest till I 
Have quelled this tumult. 

A voice in the crowd. All the saints protect us ! 
The Count is stabbed ! the dagger of the brigand 
Hath stained the cause of God. In deadly pallor 
He leans against the stair-rail 1 

Thyrion, Men of Prato ! 

£ 
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Haste, rally round us. Martyred saint of God, 
Lean on my bosom, let me stanch thy wound. 

God ! how dread, how deep ! speed, speed for help.' 
Let not one hand, one heart be false to us 

In this dark hour of need ! 

Dogomari, Good Canon Thyrion, 

Thy life's in jeopardy ; leave, leave me here 
With this attendant 

Thyrion. Never ! all our lives 

Were dearly bought at such a price as thine. 
How can we leave thee ? we who even this hour 
Would fain have bared our hearts to meet the death 
Which thou hast braved for us ! 

Dogomaru O ! if thou loV6st 

This failing life, or count'st this welcome death 
An offering dear to God, I pray ye heed 
This parting word while still my trembling lips 
Can utter it, your love fulfil it yet 

1 feel the tide of life is ebbing fast, 

I know that I must die ; no healing art 

Can stanch this wound, this message of sure death* 

O ! by the wounds of our dear Lord, I pray ye 

To bear me, ere the failing lamp of life 

Grows cold and dim, before the altar of 

The Blest Assumption ; let me see the Queen 

In her last glory, bathe my soul once more 
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In that bright vision, gaze on it and die ! 

Thyrion, O ! loved of God, too soon for us thine 
eye 
Shall rest in glory on the living truth. 
O ! if 'twere joy to gaze on pictured shrine 
What bliss shall greet thee when the truth is thine ! 
* Se fu beato che la vide in terra, 
Or che fia dunque a rivederla in cielo ! ' ^ 

Dogomaru I know it ; but faint heart and failing 
sight 
Need to be fed with memories of past joy, 
And the poor wandering thoughts of faith and love 
To be lured back to God. O ! let mine eye 
Rest on the picture till it wakes to see 
The truth, to hail the life. 

The Attendant. Nay, bid us not. 

Loved Master, bid us not to bear thee hence. 
The maddened crowd is pouring through the streets 
Uttering wild cries of vengeance. Savage men 
Headed by leaders bearing images 
Of saints, and crosses robbed from church and palace 
And glaring torches, fill the public square 
And hasten toward the Duomo. 

Dogomaru Think'st thou then 
That they will fear not him who fears not death ? 

* Petrarca, Trionfo di Divinity. 

£2 
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That they will dare' to face that hallowed shrine 

Where first I learned to live and longed to die? 

O ! let me cling to it, and dying gaze 

On that fair picture which first taught my heart 

To feast upon the bright Assumption scene : 

There, as my senses fail and fade away 

Into the child-like weariness of death, 

Still let me gaze on her, until my life 

Is lost to earth in maze of wondering love. 

And melts away in that surpassing glory ! 



PRATO. 

THE ALTAR OF THE ASSUMPTION IN THE DUOMO. 

'Twas midnight, and the Duomo 
Was lulled in fearful calm, 

Hushed for a space the tempest's roar, 
And holy chant and psalm. 

No more was raised the crucifix 
The hosts of God to bless. 

Yet the true cross of pain and loss 
In fearful loneliness 
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Was there — before the eye was spread 

A Rembrandt-scene of death, 
Where all was dark as night above 

And all was light beneath. 



The mart3rr Count was kneeling there, 

And on the vision bright 
Which Perugino's spell had raised 

Gazed as on sea of light 

The opening sky, the spell-bound earth, 
The wondering group beneath, 

The spirit borne from life to life 
Through only trance of death ; 

Bright angel forms, and brighter far 

The Virgin blest of God, 
Treading the path of light, as once 

The way of grief she trod. 

While glowing clouds were piled around 

Even as the walls of sea 
When Israel out of Egypt came 

From long captivity. 
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All) all was there, and Mary's star 
Smiled on the opening grave 

Of him who only lived to bless 
And died from death to save. 



Ah ! vain was then the help of man : 
That wound whose bitter throes 

Struck the deep knell of parting life 
No healing art might close. 

Stilled was the voice whose thunder-tone 
Had quelled the maddening strife, 

The prayer that trembled in the heart 
Scarce struggled on to life. 

* Mother of Pity, life's pathway is dreary, 
Sunlight on earth is but fitful and dim ;• 

Jesus hath called us, our feet are too weary 
To follow. O ! lift us, and bear us to Him ! 

Mother of Mercy, heaven opens before thee, 
Bright is the pathway that leads to the throne, 

Guide us to life through that vision of glory, 
Pray for us, trusting in Jesus alone ! ' 
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Thyrion, It is the hymn of infancy 1 the voice 
Of praise made perfect. Soldier of the Lord, 
How can we mourn thee ? how not envy thee 
Thy martyr's palm ? If through this heaven-sent trance 
Thy soul hath reached its bright inheritance, 
Our love may weep, but ne'er our &ith repine 
That God too early hath rewarded thine 1 

But yet 

(A chant of priests aiid choristers is heard at a distant 

altar.) 

* In omnibus, requiem qusesivi et in hsereditate Domini 
morabor.' 

* Qui creavit me quiescere fecit tabemaculum meum ! 

GinL He heard that voice, he wakes from sleep, he 
speaks. 

Dogomari [faintly^ and at intervals), *Qui . • . 
creavit me . . . quiescere fecit, . . . tabernaculum 
meum ! ' [Dies. 

Thyrion. Help ! help ! 

Ginu O ! bear him forth into the light, 

This stifling gloom is death ! 

Thyrion, Alas ! what light 

Can kindle into life that loving eye. 
What breeze wake up the music of that voice 
Which never more may fall on earthly ear? 
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The hand of death hath passed upon his brow 
Gently, but, ah ! how chilL The robe of flesh 
Is rent, the girdle of a deathless faith 
Falls on our hearts as erst on Thomas' path 
Fell the bright Cincture. But this night of grief 
Is melting in the dawn. O ! kneel we here. 
And while we lift our stricken hearts to God 
Gaze on that face, still kindling with the light 
Of its last dream of love ; bend low on earth 
While he is kneeling at the glorious throne. 
Still one, though parted. He hath left us yet 
His first best heritage, the pastures bright 
Of Jesus' love, true legend of his house — 
* Pratum Caleste Christus / ' 
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APPENDIX I. 

From the * Notizie Istoriche iniorno alia Sacratissima Cintola 
di Maria VerginCy che si conserva nella Ciitd di Prato in 
Toscana,* (Firenze, 1722.) 

* QUESTI (che dal cielo fu scelto a portare in Prato tesoro 
si grande) fu un Pratese, che senza altro cognome appella- 
vasi, e sempre poi appellate si ^, Michele. Di qual condizione 
e nascita poi egli si fosse, coloro che di lui scrissero non ben 
tra loro s' acrordano ; perciocche altri diemo che egli era de* 
Dogomari, famiglia Pratese nobile, e molto potente in quei 
tempi, e figliuolo di Messer Stefano di Messer Dogomaro, il 
quale divenuto Capitano di una squadra di giovani Pratesi 
che V anno 1096 andavano alia celebre guerra di Terra 
Santa. . . . e che condusse con esso seco. . . . il suo figliuolo 
Michele, il quale dopo la guerra trattenutosi per moiti anni 
in quei paesi. . . . e forse la mercatura esercitando, tom6 
iinalmente alia patria e la preziosissima Cintola seco portb 
per quella maniera e come appresso si racconterk. Altri poi 

F 
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concordando che questo Michele indubitatamente di Prato 
fosse, lo fanno di onesta si, ma di povera condizione; e 
questa opinione h dell' altra piu probabile, e dicono che 
desideroso di tentare sua fortuna. . . . sul cominciamento del 
duodecimo secolo, abbandon6 Prato. ^ . . e sempre la merca- 
tanzie. . . . facendo, si condusse in Alessandria d' Egitto e 
poi verso la Palestina, incamminandosi a Gerusalemme final- 
mente, pervenne dove la sacratissima Cintola di Maria. . • . 
egli ebbe la bella fortuna di acquistare. . . . (After tracing 
the earher history of the Cintola, the writer adds :) Final- 
mente pervenne alle mani di un Sacerdote, il quale secondo 
la disciplina della Chiesa Orientale con vincolo di Matrimonio 
legato essendo, una figliola avea che Maria appellavasi. . . . 
alia quale. ... la Cintola di nostra Donna in serbo diede (il 
Padre). . . . Michele occultamente la spos6. . . . ritom6 a 
Prato anno 1141.' ... 'La storia non ricorda questa sua 
moglie piu innanzi.' 
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From the * Istoria dell* Assemblea tenuta in Firenze Vanno 
1787.' (Firenze, 1787O 

' UlDEA del pericolo che correva la Cintola combinata colle 
parole dell' Amministratore (Bisogna far la cosa con garbo e 
senza strepito) diede luogo di credere che la visita e Tordine 
riguardasse la demolizione dell' Altare. . . . Appena ne fu 
sparsa la voce, si risvegli6 in molti il fanatismo. ... La 
voce della demolizione si accrebbe nel Sabato e nella 
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Domenica si estese anche per il Contado. . . . Nel dopo 
pranzo della Domenica, 20 Maggio, concorse in Prato molto 
del vicino Contrado e molto popolo si riunl sulla piazza e 
dentro la Cattedrale ad oggetto di impedire la temuta demo- 
lizione. Una gran parte di esso armato di accette e bastoni 
s' impossess6 dell ' Altare della Cintola, . . . Verso le ore dieci 
della sera un tale (fanatico) die era sul pulpito percosse sopra 
di esso con un colpo di martello. Fu questo il segnale, perch^ 
una folia di popolo rompesse precipitosa la porta del Cam- 
panile, e s' impossessasse delle campane che durarono a 
suonare senza T interruzione di un momento fino alle dieci 
ore della seguente mattina. Al suono delle campane un 
generale spavento occup6 i cittadini tranquilli che se ne 
stavano nelle loro case. ... Si cominci6 a chiedere la bene- 
dizione colla Cintola e si corse alia casa di Girolamo Gini, 
Amministratore del Patrimonio ecclesiastico, per aveme le 
chiavi. Fu assaltata e corsa la casa tra le grida del popolo 
infuriato che chiedeva le chiavi e la morte del Gini. Egli si 
era di gik posto in salvo in mezzo a mille pericoli. Lo stesso 
trattamento si fece alia casa del Canonico Thyrion, Paroco 
della Cattedrale, che era anche esso fuggito. In vano il 
Vicario Regio, accorsoal tumulto del Duomo, tent6 di calmare 
il popolo fanatico e furibondo. ... Si angari6 il Magistrate 
Civico a portarsi alia Cattedrale si aperse la custodia della 
Cintola e se ne voile infinite volte la benedizione. Le case 
dei privati, ove supponevasi esistere immagini di Gesu Cristo, 
di Maria Vergine, e di Santi furono sforzate. Quante furono 
r immagini rapite, tante le tumultuose processionisimultanee, 
che tutte andarono a terminare in Duomo in mezzo ad un 
numero prodigioso di ardenti fiaccole. Mentre cosi sfogavasi 
la bizzarra devozione dei fanatici, giunse da Firenze nella 
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mattina de' 20 un distaccamento di Guardie Palatine che 
s' impossess6 della Cattedrale. . . . L' affare termind coU' 
arresto di pochi capi della sedizione. II Vescovo ne' aliment^ 
a proprie spese le famiglie miserabili, e a sua intercessione 
furono moderate le pene dell* attentate.' (Pp. 237-240.) 
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